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violent fit of temper I seized the heavy blue curtains and brought
down the mahogany pole upon my brother's cranium.

In another temper during the absence of my parents in
Switzerland, I dragged a great handful of hair out <5f my
brother's head, and the hair was carefully preserved on theJhigh
overmantel in the nursery, as evidence against me for my parents'
return.

I possessed a peculiar delight when out walking with my nurse
in dragging down the advertising leaflets of a grocer, Teetgcn, in
the Finchlcy Road. This probably was my first association with
advertising, and the success of Tcctgen's method is proven from
the fact that the business is still carried on in the same place.

My particular pride was in driving behind the dark bay
horses in my grandmother's carriage. With the exception of the
Lord Mayor's coachman, the driver, Vizard, with his rubicund
face beneath a cockadod hat, and immense person was probably
the best-known coachman in the London of those days.

He drove a magnificent pair of horses and these were remark-
able in the Park or when we drove out through Hampstcad.
Those were most spacious days. Right to the top of Fitzjohn's
Avenue, with the exception of a few scattered mansions, the
countryside of Hertfordshire and Middlesex stretched green
fingers right into the heart of the metropolis.

From the top of the Heath, to the north and west, nothing but
fresh pastures and woods could be seen. At Goldcrs Green
there was not a single house with the exception of a farm at which
my grandmother's carriage used to pull up and my mother or
nurse would purchase fresh eggs.

Sometimes we would drive even as far as Mill Hill, through
narrow lanes strewn with honeysuckle and meadowsweet, where
my Uncle Henry, the brother of Uncle John, possessed a large
house and many horses. Hendon was a village with its posting
inn and Hampstcad Heath still a bleak moor, though on Bank
Holidays the people from the poorer parts of the City used to
disport themselves on its grass and amid the gorsc bushes, with
plentiful libations at Jack Straw's Castle and at the Spaniards
Inn. Both these inns prior to the advent of motor cars possessed
something of their former romantic association with Dick Turpin
and other men of the road. Cavaliers riding on the Heath,
especially on winter mornings, would draw rein and tie their
horses to the rings in the walls of the inns, or handed them over
to ostlers, while they warmed the inner man.